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No. 1,696. 
és ” That is indubitably an 
Fun” Week by Week. Intoxicating sight. 
By THE PARTY ON THE Spor. Then let’s away to Islington 
Wednesday.—Had rather an exciting time at the St. Andrew’s Pe ety hoor mel and fun ty 
University. Party who’d written an address was forbidden to read And drink—the letee in P ne | 
it, but insisted. Got alot of sympathy with him myself. Don’t re : Yer P : ; pe 
like having to throw away a lot of beautiful “ copy” when it’s once Finished with the distribution of the prizes of the Guildhall School hat 
written, and if my Editor only considered (Cut.—Eb.] of Music. id 
COMPULSION. Monday.—Took a run round and noted the results of the ene 
0 ir : ; ; 4a 
It isn’t for me to hold it wrong municipal elections. Then over to Adelaide just in time to see the a 
The Professor was superseded, pres ~~ drawn. Bg ra did . — ho ! a — A] 
And yet in defence of his act I’m strong, e season for them. " Seignasty theca — 
Tinea Wills Aelnen la wnaied - day for wreaths—then for a minute or two down to Lincoln. Took 
wccaiaih takes saaiaan thn a ks tol Lord Rosebery down to Manchester and set him going. Came back 
Auth ority grave Nef aikech 14 8 and helped to unveil bust and drinking-fountain memorial to | 
When a fellow has bothered to write a thing, ra penny at gee re a tAerours) Guild Exhibition, ) 
Why—hang it !—he’s got to speak it! ey, ee ee ee ee ; , 
and patted its back. Dined with Mark Twain in Vienna. He did 
Awful fog in and about London, so went to see the Cambridgeshire insult the German language, and no mistake! Expect the Kaiser i 
run off, Fully meant to back Comfrey, but at the last moment will have him up for lése majesté—or something ! | 
yo t } Twenty-five to one chance, too! That’s the sort of luck Tuesday.—Went down to Manchester to see Lord Rosebery com- 
a" fortably agog; then took the Chamberlains to Glasgow. Left them 
Thursday.—Just took a run across to Adelaide to help Stoddart’s in the hands of some students—torchers, awaiting the Colonial 
team open the campaign. Australians in—some capital batting Secretary! Over to New York for a few momen t excite- 
(or scoring, rather). Over to Shepherd’s Bush later to help unveil a ment—they do elect their mayors with a lot of trouble! Had a 
memorial to Leigh Hunt in the Free Library there. Both the gift look at the birds at the Aquarium. Also saw Mr. Justice Darling 
- of Mr. Passmore Edwards, by-the-way. Dined with the Chancellor sworn in. Thought I heard him humming that little thing of 
of the Exchequer at Bristol and heard him “ speak a piece.’’ Lots Gilbert's (to keep his pecker up, I suppose). 


of spirit in Sir Michael and always shows sport. Went down to 


Plumstead afterwards and gave the “ ghost ’’ a smack before I went TO ONE OF MR, GILBERT'S AIRS.” 








to bed. Silly idiot ! frightening other silly idiots out of their—well, They declare it is a job 

not wits, I suppose. (And a good job, too !) 
= Friday.—Over to the Australian cricket again. Another big I am wag ee a toot) 

batting day, with the Britons in this time. They may talk their meed of fudge, 

Saturday.—Saw a lot of football to-day. Among other things, But I don’t intend to budge— 

Sheffield United and Aston Villa each scored a match. Hunting I’m appointed as a Judge, 

the carted stag was postponed for family reasons—pity it can’t be And a—good—Judge—too ! 

postponed sine die in the fullest sense! Took a lot of young Tue SPorrer. 
a4 engineers over the Central London (Electric) Railway tunnelling 

works, and afterwards made my way to the Brewers’ Exhibition at * I don’t mean what you mean.—B. 


the Agricultural Hall. 
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TURNING ON THE TAP! 

When brewers build their mighty vats Finds Him So. 
And fill their bottles free, 

All full*of gen’rous liquor, that’s Mrs. Robson.—* I think a German band is the most noisy of all 
A gladsome thing to see ; bands. 

When glass and goblet, mug and can, Mrs. Racket {reflectively)—“ A hus-band is pretty noisy at 
Are wielded left and right times. 

Noricz.— ; ; be able for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 
af ee unless plas by a stamped and addressed envelope. 
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IN OUR VILLAGE. 
The Duchess.—‘* Come here, Daisy! . (Losing her temper.) 


could only catch you!” 


looking so well. 
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The Ne Plus Ultra of Cheap Literature. 


[A Kirriemuir sweetstuff dealer gives with each packet of his 
“celebrated rock’? a ‘‘true picture of the Window in Thrums.” 
— Press.) oe: 


Or the making of books there’s no end: but we thought 
We had got to the limit of making 'em 

So cheap as to be by the neediest bought. 
Yet such views—we were hasty in taking ‘em! 


And over the face of the publisher see 
What a shade of extreme melancholy pops ; 
For the WINDOW IN THRUMS can be purchased 
With a ha’penny packet of lollipops ! 


ah, me! 
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Oh, you wretched little beast, if I 


The Vicar (suddenly appearing).—‘*‘ How do you do, Lady de Vere? 


I was doing some gardening when I happened to hear you! ”’ 
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The Ninth. 


Ir is the festive day— 

The magic hour hath come 
For flag and bunting gay, 

For trump and tuck of drum. 
With escort meet and fit 
He rides, the awful wight, 








And set the City right. 


See, see the banners wave, 
Applause swells far and near, 
In equipages brave 
Real aldermen appear. 
With straining eager eye 
Each little girl and boy 
In pure delight doth watch the si 
And crow aloud with joy. 


Each soldier on each horse 
Before each car doth ride, 
Each Bobby in the Force 
Hath chin tiptilt with pride, 
And ever louder grows 
The myriad’s busy hum— 
The chargers proud—the surging 
crowd— 
O see, they come, they come! 











The Old and the New 


PLEASE to remember the Ninth 


November, 





I see no reason the Mayor “out 
season ”’ 
Should ever be forgot ! 
Holler, boys, holler ! 
Greet with hearty cry 
The new Lord Mayor, 
For he’s no guy! 


A Sage Reflection. 


developed.’”] 
IF this be so, then many a calf will 


ness—save the mark!—would displ 


cause the ‘‘cream of society’ in t 
cycling world to look sour. 


The silly ‘‘ calf’’ would feel as if he h 
had ‘‘all the stuffing knocked out 
Delighted to see you 
dilemma.” 





—— nll —— — — 





FN 


A Little Powder. 
I LIKE to see a little powder on a maiden’s face, 
It softens off the features and imparts a tender grace ; 


And though, perhaps, I take a trifle home upon my coat, 
It’s just a sweet reminder of the girl on whom I dote. 


I like to see a little powder in a lump of jam 
(That is to say, when in the very best of health J am), 
For well I know ‘twill benefit the one who gulps it down, 


9 


And drive away the ills that follow oft a “ night in town” ! 


I like to see a little powder laid upon the floor, 

And put a match to it when old Aunt Jane begins to snore ; 
To'see her jump up in the air and hear her yells of fright 

Is quite enough to make one laugh all day and half the night! 


To yield to Earth forensic worth 


The show, and the crowd, and the lot ! 


‘According to The Wheelman, there is 
a fashion for cycling calves, which this 
winter are to be ‘large, full, and well- 


stuffed to re-veal to people that its 
owner has, so to say, got “‘ a leg to stand 
on’”’ in the fashionable world. One would 
feel cow-ed to go about with an attenu- © 
ated calf, for the milk of human kind- 


itself in jeers, which would undoubtedly 
But suppose 
the stuffing were to slip out of the calf! 


him,” and be placed ‘‘ on the horns of a 
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THE development of cycling as a re- 
creation for ladies is causing the fair sex 
to look at football as a game at which 
they may distinguish themselves. We 
protest :— 


We've borne it calmly till this last, 
But now you fairly * lick it.” 

We thought you were a “ little fast” 
When first you took to cricket. 

Please spare the men their winter game, 
They don’t mind a “blue stocking,”’ 

But in the football field! For shame! 
My darlings, it is shocking. 

Where ladies do unwomanly things 
There crowds are sure to hurry. 

It pleases women’s earthly kings 
If they’re suggestive—very ! 

Don’t flatter your abandoned souls 
Your football gives men pleasure, 

Or that they care if you score goals— 
Theirs is but lewdish leisure. 

Your pretty ankles look so thick, 
Your baggy breeks ungainly, 

And then when you attempt to kick, 
Nine times in ten ‘tis vainly. 

Your bonnie hair’s not made for mauls, 
Your tender flesh for bruising, 

Nor are a girl’s ungainly sprawls 
Instructive or arnusing. 

Just fancy Cousin Jack being there 
And seeing Maudie tripped up, 

Her jersey torn, her shoulders bare, 
‘‘Unmentionables "’ ripped up. 

Now, lady punters, pause awhile 
Or, at least, stick to wheeling— 

Because your ‘‘ forward ”’ play is vile, 
Your ‘‘ passing ”’ feeble dealing. 

At ‘“half’’ you’re better—as ‘ better 

halves ”’ 

You'll likelier end your season 

If you enshrine in skirts your calves 
And stick to games in reason. 





A Serious Case. 
Husband.—‘‘ Make haste, doctor, my 
wife’s got a fit! ”’ 
Doctor.— Do you know what kind of 
a fit?” 
Husband.—‘‘Two kinds! Her new 


dress was a misfit, and that’s brought on 
another fit !”’ 











Lady (interviewing Cook).—‘' Are you a total abstainer?”’ 
Cook (fond of a glass).—‘* No, mum; there's never been any insanity in our family!" 
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HER OPINION. 











“Tatcho” to the Rescue. 


A Ditty oF THE DaGONET Harr RESTORER. 














THE shrewd Xantippe, who, of yore, 

In moods of wifely madness, tore 

Her husband's hair, can now no more 
A decent handful snatch, O! 

But let her not, despairing, clench 

Her baffled fists. She yet may wrench 

Long locks from him if she will drench 
His thin-grown thatch with Tatcho! 


An ‘twere not for his fleeceless roof, 
The proud patrician, short of ‘ oof,” 
Might ‘gainst advancing years be proof 
And some rich heiress catch, O! 
But to that peer we here outpoint 
Our Hope may yet thrill every joint, 
If he’ll assiduously anoint 
Each ivory patch with Tatcho! 


The bards, the fiddlers, who profess 
To see the secret of success 
In “ wealth of wool’’—and in distress 


Their scant-haired sconces scratch, O! 


Those brilliant folk may by-and-bye 
Find Fame assured; if but they'll try 
The Jester-Wizard’s wheeze, and fly 
With all dispatch to Tatcho! 





Another Gee-Gee Down! 
fItis not yet quite clear whether Mr. George Giffen's refusal to 
enter the lists against Mr. Stoddart’s eleven is due to his recent knee 
trouble or to dissatisfaction with the terms offered him.—Vide 
Press. 
A STRANGE report, of a saddening sort, 
Has from South Australia come ; 
And all who court the willowy sport 
Are moody, and mum, and glum ! 
We Britishers held George Giffen dear, 
And it pains us much to know 
That to wage the Cornstalks’ war this year 
Bold G.G. will not go ! 
And some maintain that greed of gain 
Is the cause of this sad colla 
That, if better paid, he with might and main 
Would have charged at Stoddart’s chaps! 
But others hold that no lust of gold 
Makes him drop out of harness so— 
“ If a G.G.'s lame at the knees,” they exclaim 
“‘ How on earth can a G.G, go?” : 


Airy. 


Mrs. Bounder.—‘‘ Look at Miss Lowneck, she is covered with 


confusion.” 
Mr. Bounder.—“ Yes: and that's about all she is covered with ("’ 
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The Camberwell Board of Guardians recently discovered that some of the Infirmary Night Nurses indulged in cigarette smoking. 
consequent vacancies are being filled up. ] 
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A LATENT ACCOMPLISHMENT. 


A Member of the Board.—‘* Can you smoke, Miss?” 


Pri tty Candidate (blushinjly). 


“Out of Sight, Out of 
Mind.” 


THe UITLANDER (regret/ully) : 


Hr sees us, but he goes his way, 
He used to stop and speak— 
He used to pass the time o’ day 
Our good he used to seek ; 
But this is how it always ends, 
When all is done and said: 
He used to cry ‘* Good-morrow, friends! 
Sut now he cuts us dead. 


‘Tis sad for us to look and see 
Him cast disdainful eyes 

On our too-shabby poverty- 
It once was otherwise. 

It seems to us as if our Joe 
Of Kruger were afraid; 

Maybe he waits for us to go 
Upon another raid! 


In fact, there’s nothing like a raid 
For making Joseph wild, 

"Tis he who must be then obeyed, 
For if he’s not, he’s riled. 

At crying ‘ Hold!”’ he’s bad to beat, 
He’s such a way with him! 


‘ ‘ 
Ca 
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‘*] could do so, Sir, if the Board desired!” 
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‘* Stay, stay your hands!” was all his cry, 
‘‘ No fighting there must be! 

I'll see you righted—-by and bye— 
Just leave the thing to me!” 

And so we ‘‘ stayed ’’; for we believed 
’'Twas foolish—all he said! 

To find at last we were deceived, 
For now he cuts us dead! 


See, he can dance, and laugh with mirth, 
And flirt with airy grace— 

To him this curious old earth 
Still means a pleasant place. 

While we must hang around and wait, 
To see what we shall see— 

For he's a pillar of the State, 
And we are—who are we ? 


‘* No bloodshed !” 
Joe ; 
‘* No bloodshed, Sirs, I pray— 
Rely on me; you can, you know 
I'll find a better way.” 
To pleasure him no blood we shed, 
We watched our woes increase ; 
His way was peaceful, as he said ; 
ind now he holds his peace 


cried the peaceful 


But, at the time, we gave a shout, 
We jumped around for joy— 

We cried: ‘* He knows his way about, 
Does this Imperial boy !”’ 

We praised ; and everybody praised, 
And now, with swollen head, 

With nose and chin a trifle raised, 
He goes and cuts us dead! 


How good, how wise, how brave, how 
strong, 
Our Joseph seems to be! 
He smoothed the crooked, righted 
wrong, 
So very pleasantly. 
Ah ! howwe cheered, with joy and pride, 
The Empire yelled ‘‘ Hurray !”’ 
The gallant knight on whom we cried, 
Is carpet-knight to-day. 


We see him dance, and make his mirth, 
And flirt with easy grace, 

The glow of conscious skill and worth 
Is haloed round his face. 

And so we come and hang about 
To see what we shall see— 

We call—but he is always “ out,” 


For we—well '—who are we 
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“OUT OF SIGHT, OUT OF MIND.’ 


US ENTIRELY.” 


FORGOT 


TO HAVE 


SEEMS 


“HE 


UITLANDER (REGRETFULLY). 


(For Cartoon Verses see page 148.) 
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‘The Trials of Miss Anastasia Penn. 


NO. 2.--SIMPSON REVOLTS. 


' Miss Anastasia Penn waited at the window the next afternoon 
with a considerable amount of excitement, not to mention a slight 
degree of trepidation. She wished to be the first to see her new 
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DosBIns USHERED HIM IN. 


protégé driving his faithful beast of burden, and to smile en- 
couragingly on him from the window. To receive his fervent but 
badly expressed thanks for her kindness. 

The milkman was late—very late—and Miss Penn began to feel a 
trifle anxious. 

“Dear me!” she said to herself, “I had forgotten one thing. 
Perhaps the poor man can't drive, or ‘ Apollo’ may have turned 
vicious and kicked the poor fellow.” 

Her fears were s ily set at rest by seeing Simpson, the milk- 
man, and his new acquisition turn the corner of the street. 

He was not delivering milk that afternoon, all his attention being 
required to urge forward his fiery (?) steed, with the aid of a good 
stout rattan. 

He was surrounded and followed by a large party of street loafers, 
and subjected to the usual chaff of these amiable gentry. 

“What's the matter?" asked a new comer on the scene. 

“'Old yer row. Keep it dark! It’s the next year's 
winner and his trainer agoing on a visit to the owner!" 

Simpson arrived at Acacia Villa very hot with his exertion, and 
slightly angry at the satires he had received en route. 

He gazed irresolutely at the motley crowd for a moment, and then 
swung open the garden gate and marched “Apollo” into Miss 
Penn's front n once more. 

Dobbins ushered him into her mistress’ presence, and he stood 
awkwardly turning his hat in his hand. 

“ Well! my man,” Miss Penn, cheerily, “ how do you like 
your little present, eh? He seems to have a great number of 


Derby 


- admirers, if one can judge by the pe outside.”’ 
of 


“Yes,mum. It was main kin ou to send him round to me, 
mum. And—and—can I ‘ave a word wid you in private, mum?” 

Miss Penn smiled. The man was bashful, of course, in expressing 
his thanks before a third party. 

“You may leave us, Dobbins,”’ she said. 

“ Now, my man!” she continued, kindly. 

* Drat it!” said Simpson, “ it’s no good beatin’ about the bush. 
It won't do noways, mum, that’s what I says, and, what's more, I 


ain't ' in it r? 
Aad f i> ing iad BA ey | : i Lo =e" ~ 
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“ What won't do? The horse? Is there anything the matter 
with him ? ” inquired Miss Penn, anxiously. 

«« Well, there ain’t any actual disease about 'im as I can see. But 
that ain’t the point. The point is, that the public don’t likeit. I 
don’t mind telling you, man to man, that we sometimes puts a bit 
in now and then, on the strict Q.T., but that’s a different thing to 
letting ‘em ‘ave it neat.” 

“ Neat! What does the man mean? You've been drinking, 
Simpson ! ” she said, severely, laying her hand on the bell. 

‘* No, mum, I ain’t,”’ replied the man, indignantly. ‘ Didn’t you 
send me a message to say that your letter was all a blind, and you 
wanted the ’orse made into charity sausages ?”’ 

“MAN!’ exclaimed Miss Penn, 

‘** But I dursn’t do it, lady. I should ‘ave the law down on me, 
and perhaps git you into trouble, too.” 

** Silence, man!’’ shrieked Miss Penn, stamping her foot; ‘I 
never thought or dreamed of such athing. I sent the horse round 
to you as a gift, to help you in your arduous labours.” 

“Then it must have been that young rip of a boy did it fora 
lark. It’s werry kind of you, mum, to think of me, but I’m a 
humble man, I am, and ain’t got no stuck up notions about a ’orse 
and cart. I don’t like to see you rob yerself, mum. You keep ‘im 
for your carriage. ‘Look werry nice 'e would a drivjng tandem.’ 
Shall I tie "im up to the front railings, mum ?”’ 

“‘Good gracious, man, don’t leave him /ere. Take him away! 
Sell him and keep the money, or try and find him a home!” 

‘‘Well, mum, just to oblige you, I don’t mind taking ‘im 
to the knackers, so as not to lose your custom.” 

* And do you think Mr. Knackers will be good to him, and give 
him a nice quiet home ?”’ said Miss Penn despairingly. 

“Oh, Knackers will make ‘im quiet enough. Don’t you 
distress yerself, mum,” said Simpson, grimly. ‘‘ Any nice, fresh 
eggs, mum ?”’ he continued insinuatingly, producing his order book. 
“Pwo dozen,mum? Thank you,mum! I've got some werry nice 
cream mum. Thank you, mum. Five quarts, I think you said, 
mum. Thank you,mum. Good morning, mum.” 

‘* The hartfulness of some of these old girls,"’ he muttered going 
downstairs. ‘‘She got out of it werry nice, she did. Gave ‘im to 
me as a gift to ‘elp me in my harduous labowrs. Pretty smart to 
think of a thing like that allina moment. She's clever, she is, for 
all "er innocent looks.” 
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“OH, YOU INNOCENT, OLD GREENHORN!” 


“ Dobbin!” said Miss Penn. ‘“ Bring my smelling salts. I feel 
quite faint. Charity sausages, indeed! What a dreadful idea! 
Ah! Zephyr,” she added, fondling her do ‘* We don’t—(sniff) 
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know half—(sniff)—the fearful things of—(sniff, sniff)—this world 
pnsag bien find—(sniff)—them out by our Sitletinroy,, do we, my 
wee doggie ?”’ 


“ I see nothing to laugh at, Aubrey Plantagenet,” said Miss Penn 
to her nephew at tea-time that night. “I know weeyy about 
horses, and I’ve no doubt Mr. Coper swindled me; but impson 
had no right to make such a revolting suggestion about disposing 
of the poor beast. Why, he would have been insolent if he had 
dared. It has given me rather a headache, and I shall go to bed. 
Good night, Aubrey Plantagenet!” 

“Good night, auntie, darling! ” 

‘Oh, you innocent, old greenhorn!” roared her nephew as soon 
as she was out of hearing. ‘‘ What a splendid idea that was of mine 
to get Coper to bring a horse round for her. I wonder where on 
this earth he picked up such a fearful old crock, and then to spin 
that yarn about sausages. Ha! ha! It was mighty mean of him, 
though, to only stump up a fiver after being put on a good thing 
like that. Anyhow, my dear aunt, you will have had enough of 
philanthropy for some time to come, and I can rest on my laurels. 
It’s a nuisance having to watch you so closely.” 


, Ha! Aubrey Plantagenet, you have yet to learn to what lengths 


promiscuous philanthropy will go when properly exercised. 














Waftings from the Wings. 


I po not know what the Chimese for “ holy terror” is, but, what- 
ever it is, The Cat and the Cherub is it. Talk about melodrama— 
—why Sweeney Todd is a Penny Reading innocent compared with 
it. And it is so fascinating, too ; with the fascination of a snake on 
the spring. It is horrible, delightful, sickening, enthralling, 
diabolical, and artistic, all at once. The audience at the Lyric 
Theatre on the first night sat silent with horror, and then yelled 
themselves hoarse with enthusiasm. 

The story shows us a street in ‘‘ Chinatown,” San Francisco—a 
bit of Chinese life is shown us—mendicants, itinerant merchants, 
opium drunkards, make up the novel picture. Chim Fang, the 
keeper of an opium den, wants to make the beauti- 
ful Ah Yoi his wife. First, because she is the niece 
of the rich merchant, Hoo King; secondly, because he desires 
her. But Wing Sun Luey, the son of the great philosopher 
and doctor, Wing Shee—a most entertaining old gentleman—also 
loves Ah Yoi and means to marry her. The idol of the merchant’s 
(Hoo King) life is his first-born, the little Hoo Chee, who is insepar- 
able from his pet Cat, his omen of good luck. So Chim Fang 
steals him and then offers to find him if Hoo King will give him 
Ah Yoi. But Wing Sun Luey discovers the Cherub, and is about 
to take him to his father and claim the reward, when Chim 
Fang murders him. Wing Shee, Luey’s father, knows the assassin 
of his son, and beguiles Chim Fang into his conversation, then 
fells him with a hatchet, and next, calmly and quietly, and 
without the least excitement, finishes him off by strangling him 
with his own pigtail. A policeman strolls by; Wing Shee props 
the corpse up and carries on a conversation with it; the policeman, 
unsuspecting, passes on; Wing Shee strolls off smoking his cigar ; 
the corpse slides from the seat to the ground ; curtain. , — 

How’s that for a Chinese penny horrible? Yet it is all so 
beautifully done, so perfectly, quietly, and naturally acted, that it 
is really very fine indeed. Nothing better than Mr. Holbrook 
Blinn’s Wing Shee could possibly be; mo more gruesome yet 
admirable death scene than that of Mr. Richard Ganthony as 
Chim Fang could be imagined. The rest of the company play with 
a quiet intensity and a restrained power that are really startling. 


Mr. Tree re-opened Her Majesty’s Theatre on Monday evening 
last with a natal of The Silver Key, Mr. Grundy’s admirable 
adaptation from Dumas, splendidly played, as before, by Miss 
Evelyn Millard, Mrs. Tree, Mr. Tree, and Mr. Lewis Waller, and a 
reproduction of The Taming of the Shrew, called Katherine and 
Petruchio. Mr. Tree as Petruchio and Mrs. Tree as Katherine 
entered thoroughly into the rollicking spirit of the farce, and made 
us all laugh heartily. The programme at Her Majesty’s is as bright 
and attractive as could be wished. 


The invasion of London by the Chinese plays is ample and com- 
plete. We are beneath the thrall of the (imitation) Mongols. 
The First Born proved to be the last born, and The Cat and the 
Cherus divided the milk of public approbation between them. 


Despite Mr. Lestocq’s speech at the Globe Theatre on Monday 
evening, in which he hinted that Mr. Frohman, the American 











manager, intended to run London, there is absolutely no truth 
in the rumour that Mr. Frohman has bought the earth. 


Mr. Forbes Robertson is not going to take Hamlet to the Garrick 
Theatre, as stated. Mr. Brickwell, the manager of that house, does 
not believe in Shak , and he is doing very well with a lighter 
~~ Pes entertainment. So he has decided to let (Ham)let (Brick) 
well alone. 


a it Jolin Hare has taken the Globe Theatre, and means to settle 
own there permanently in t at next . 8 
news. There is no reason why our yey ae oe: "in the 
provinces. Now that we have caught our Hare, we cook him a 
dainty dish of welcome. ; 
Since the great success of Miss Louie Freear in Oh! Susannah! at 
the Royalty, the ent there have lost all dread that the 
old misfortunes of the Royalty will haunt them, too. In fact, they 
breathe Freear—or, to be strictly grammatical, more freely. 


The Vagabond King is now playing at the Court—not the Court | 
of Peru, but that of Sloane Square. In the play, the king refuses 
the Peruvian crown, but he can’t help going to the Court, you see, 
in spite of his determination. 





GoOssAMER. 


As a picture of life in that part of the Celestial Empire which is 
situate on the Western Coast of America, The First Born at the 
Flobe is extremely interesting and, at times, even impressive. 
This imitation by white men of Orientals at home seems far more 
lifelike than the samples of the real thing shown at various exhibi- 
tions of late years, while, in sympathising with a father robbed 
of his first-born, we forget that the mourner is one of a race that we 
are accustomed to look on as rather amusing automata, with 
no more feeling than the wooden inhabitants of a child’s Noah's 
ark. The father struggling with his friends, who restrain him b 
force from wreaking instant vengeance on his enemy, recalls, with 
no feeling of absurdity in the comparison, Hamlet’s ‘‘ Unhand me, 
gentlemen. By heaven! I'll make a ghost of him that let’s me.”’ 
Yet the story, apart from its setting, is far too slight to form the 
bulk of an evening’s entertainment. 


Madame Tussaud’s exhibition is always topical. The Gunpowder 
Plot will never fade from traditional remembrance. Its ever- 
recurring festival is kept alive by our juvenile members; even the 
puling infant cannot resist its attractions, and joins in with its 
elders with vivacity and adherence passing comprehension. The local 
general shop fosters this autumnal observance with its lavish and 
many-hued display of facial disguises, commonly called masks, and 
hence ensues the well-known processional rag-tag and bobtail who keep 
alive the custom of Guy Fawkes’ Day. And thus arises the emula- 
tion of the children of a larger growth. Mr. John T. Tussaud, the great 
grandson of the original founder of the Baker Street Exhibition, can- 
not resist the contagion generated by the practice of his boyish days. 
He bids us behold. Circumspice! And we look and gaze and wonder. 
There is the historical incident of 1605 before our very eyes, 
modelled in a fashion which counterfeits even life itself. The arrest 
of Guy Fawkes in the cellar, amidst all his preparations for trans- 
lating of the legislators, who would presently assemble in Saint 
Stephen’s Chamber overhead, is vividly and realistically in evidence. 
It is the finest work ever effected by this versatile st. 


Messrs. Raphael, Tuck, and Sons have submitted some of their 
Christmas and New Year's cards. We cannot attempt to describe 
their beauty, their felicity of design, and structure. We can only 
recommend our readers to go and sample this firm’s inexhaustible 
stock personally. 

The Tivoli Restaurant in the Strand is a splendid piece of work- 
manship. The vestibule, which is decorated in style sacred to the 
cause of Buddha, leads to the bar and grill-room. The latter is 
partly screencd off from the former, which is of ample dimensions, 
and is fitted in oak and red- brick, in imitation of the Dutch 
method. Ascending the broad staircase to the first floor, a charming 
dining-room meets the view. The — is in brocade ; 
the frieze and ceiling is a mass of moulded fern picked out with 

old, and the Wainscot is formed of alabaster and Sicilian marble, 
The pendent electric lamps are shrouded in | 
3.2 ee 7 
very p ; . on 
every assurance of the viands being served hot. Th ay 
reproduces the Flemish ornamentation such as is seen in Ghent and — 
B . The third floor is devoted to Masonic insignia, and the 
floor resembles the ancient Exchequer Chamber. A pees lift is 

rovided for those who dislike stairs. The celebrated Riviera chef, 
M. L. gery wep beie _— hy « oe of ae oadions The subdued 
strains of the , which is performing joining music hall, 
are wafted into the dining-room, and add an additional charm to the 
dinner. 
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“Fun” in Earnest. More Ovals than One! 
WHA THINK THIN [Let not the reader think that we are ignoring, or depre- 
ea ao Peer CPeenAl. cating, Mr. Hill’s splendid score of 200 at the Adelaide Oval. 


The ‘‘Genius"’ simply happened to awake at the hour when the 


By THe “Enrant TERRIBLE.” ppened y : 
feathered conveyor of Ranjitsinhji’s achievement was hovering over 


TamMANY has collared New York, and the capital of the United Kennington. ] 
States is now in the grip of the most corrupt and detestable ‘ : . a 
ieee ccmmmbeticn in She word, The new Mayor, who hes | pi Asb the soll where builders toil ons bean-new «Oval Tevern” 
dg mt to the aa ee hayes, 1 6 The Genius of the Oval observed (with muckle pain, 


catspaw in the hands of a body of Irish Americans, who run 


politics solely for their own pecuniary profit. Well, well, it is Chagrin, and spleen) the grass grown green on the Kenningtonian 





another example of democracy run mad, and is a standing warning plain. eee Hee ; 
to our own people not to follow in the footsteps of America, which I miss—I sorely miss,” he cried, 
is the worse-governed country in the |universe, and is gradually The brilliant braves whose deeds 
going from purgatory to perdition.’ Renowned mine Oval far and wide; 
; But, most of all, I needs 
¥ * * Must weep for absent Ranji—my best-belov’d was he! 


e* ' ** ' 9 99 

Think what this election of President and other officialsevery | er Serer Sen: SN Ney eee ef 
four yearsmeans! With us, only the responsible Ministers change, {| To the Genius of the Oval there came a little bird 
the Under Secretaries and their advisers behind the scenes are per- From oversea, whose note of glee the fretful Phantom heard. 
manent; minor officials in no department of the public service And the Genius of the Oval skipped gaily o’er the glade, 
are at all concerned in a change of parties here. But what | As he marked that trill of willowy skill at Adelaide displayed. 
happens over there ? From the Head of the State downwards, aye! | ** Lo, I may all my pride evince, 
down to the policeman, and the postman, each one knows that he | As an Oval-Genius, still ; 
is only certain of four years’ office; the delegates in Congress— And, lost to sight, mine Indian Prince 
American members of Parliament are paid—can only feel certain | Can yet my pulses thrill! 
of their salaries for a stated time.- I hear—I hear, my Ranji, of an Oval, fair and fine, 

. Me ‘ On a Southron shore, where thou’st piled a score of nine good 
score and nine. 


During those four years every official | And, as Genius of the Oval, though the Ovalfdistant be, 


What naturally happens? 4 a 
O, Ranji! dear old Ranji! I am passing proud of thee! ”’ 


(with honourable exceptions, of course) does his best to secure a 
competency for the time when he is kicked out, and plunders the | 
public to his heart’s content to achieve this end. The members of (~~ -_ . on 








Congress dare not vote against their party, however acutely their | : ‘ 

consciences may urge them to do so— for, - the Government is . The Silver Question. 

defeated, they may not be re-elected, and then bang goes their | . . 

salaries. Even the Customs Officers have to make their bit during | [Vide all the daily papers, 28rd ult. ] 

the short time they can count upon being in their berths—conse- | PROSE, its polished cadences may prize, 
uently the bribes that are extorted from the travelling public, and_ | Be they spirited or smooth, but still verse 

the horrible chicanery that goes on, sre a disgrace to the com- Wins its white effulgence from the skies, 


munity. Itis, indeed, a detestable system, And, moonlike, many an arid object silvers: 
Thus silver’s downfall long ago commenced, 
* * * For ’tis but moonshine cunningly condensed. 
So we must keep our eyes on our demagogues and prevent them 
hoodwinking our ignorant electorate into voting for the same 











thing. The demagogues would like it, but Great Britain wouldn’t 
after a year’s trial of it. But once introduced, there would be no Ps snares . ae ee Poa mtg gel pee. ho 
going back. ‘ . —— Press.] : 
' , 
The death of the Duchess of Teck takes from us the poor man’s an ging poopy ze 
Princess. Kind and py ges as are all the Royal Family to On this your dread denunciation 
the humbler classes of the Queen’s subjects, the sweet lady Of sports which make the British nation 
who has left us was the kindest of all. She went among them, | All that they are to-da 
knew them, loved them. No cause of sweet Charity | “ Devices af tha devil ri 
was too small for her gracious aid, nor was that Come, tell us where’s the harm ? 
aid perfunctory or merely ornamental. How many journeys to Perhaps! Ah! Yes! why, here we are— 
squalid quarters did Princess Mary take, that her Royal presence _ See? Football keeps us warm 
might stimulate the charitable and cheer the suffering? Her life | P ’ 











was one long round of good works; her heart was with =~ ————————— 
the lowly. It is women in high places like the dear, dead 


lady who are chiefly responsible for the solid foundation of A “Take Down 3 


affection and loyalty on which the throne of England 
rests. The ple knew her as a friend, loved her as a good Would-be Masher (to his laundress).—‘ These cuffs and collars are 
got up very badly, Mrs. Starchy.” 


her as a woman, and adored her asa Princess ; there 
Mrs. Starchy (irritably).—“ Well, you ain’t ‘got up’ much 


a 











is no epitaph so precious as the gratitude of the weak; no monu- IB sr 
er ” 
ESTABLISHED 1824. 
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